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DEATH OF AN OLD
REVOLUTIONARY
HERO
(From The Clarion of the z^th March 1905)
old Joe Budgett of Balwick—Stalwart Joe—is dead at
last. The Socialist movement has seldom mourned a
| more typical thoroughgoer than dear old Joe. We all
'knew him; for he quarrelled with every one of us at one
time or another; and yet is there one who is not sorry to lose
him? Those who witnessed that simple funeral at Balwick last
Thursday morning, when the remains of a poor workman in
a cheap pine coffin were borne through the pelting sleet to their
last resting-place on the shoulders of Robert Blatchford and H.
M. Hyndman, Sidney "Webb and Harold Cox, Jaures (who had
come from Paris expressly to pay this last sad duty to the
veteran of the International) and myself, Mr Gerald Balfour and
Lord Lansdowne, must have asked themselves what manner of
man this was to receive a tribute from persons of such diverse
views, and so far removed from him in social position.
Joseph Budgett was a heavily built man; and even at 90—his
age when he died—he was no light weight. My heart was heavy
as I helped to shoulder the coffin; but I confess that poor Joe
seemed heavier still by the time we reached the grave; for we
were not trained to die work; and there was a good deal of
sugaring among the bearers: Harold, for instance, did nothing
but shelter from the sleet under the pall after the first ten yards;
Jaures and Hyndman argued in French instead of attending to
their work; Blatchford, after the manner of highly sympathetic
literary geniuses with a strong susceptibility to incongruous
humor, was so convulsed with suppressed laughter that his
quiverings rattled Joe's bones over the stones without contribut-
ing anything to their support; and if it had not been for Webb
and myself (Fabians doing die practical work as usual), Joe
Budgett would never have got to his grave; for Gerald Balfour
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